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surgeries, professors of music running a side-
line as Commissioners for Oaths.
It springs, I suppose, from the general
expansion of life, the widening of interests,
and the desire, which the physical bulk of
London signifies, for More and Bigger. But
the widening, I think, carries often the penalty
of thinning. When you have too many things
to look at it is not easy to derive much from any
of them. And as between the large and the
small, the small is often richer in content. I
like all this space and variety and crashing colour
and immensity, but there are times when I like
a rest from it; times when I like to pause at a
shop-window which displays one hat or one
bottle of claret, one box of tea or one fountain-
pen. Even at Christmas-time, when one looks
for and allows a flourish of display, the windows
seem to be overdone. Christmas may be the
feast of plenty, but nobody wants too much of
everything, and all in mammoth proportions.
Profusion stupefies where economy stimulates.
After looking at thev Christmas shops of recent
years, I find it restful to remember the Christmas
displays of *he little shops of the Diamond
Jubilee year.
It is, I suppose, because one was young that
one found them more alluring, more significant
of festival, more charged with spirit than the